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"Le Grand Guignol is the first theatre in
Paris. It looks like a nonconformist chapel,
a barn of a room with a gallery at the back and
a little wooden stage. There you see the primi-
tive tragedies of real life. They are as ugly
and as fascinating as life itself. You must see
it and we will go to Antoine's as well: you
must see Antoine's new piece; he is doing great
work."

We kept dinner up to an unconscionable hour.
I had much to tell of London and much to hear
of Paris, and we talked and drank coffee till one
o'clock, and when I proposed supper Oscar ac-
cepted the idea with enthusiasm.

"I have often lunched with you from two
o'clock till nine, Frank, and now I am going to
dine with you from nine o'clock till breakfast
to-morrow morning."

"What shall we drink?" I asked.

"The same champagne, Frank, don't you
think?" he said, pulling his jowl; "there is no
wine so inspiring as that dry champagne with
the exquisite bouquet. You were the first to
say my plays were the champagne of literature."

When we came out it was three o'clock and
I was tired and sleepy with my journey, and
Oscar had drunk perhaps more than was good
for him. Knowing how he hated walking I got
a voiture de cercle and told him to take it, and